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refused.   George turned his revolver on Jack and cried,
"Now will you head for the beach?"

Faced by a gun, and sixteen Chinamen with knives, Jack
thought of the shame of losing his prisoners. He threw one
hand into the air and brought his head down. The bullet
went high. He then grabbed George's wrist. The Chinamen
lunged at him. He swung George's body around to receive
their impact, ripped the revolver from George's fingers, and
flung him at Yellow Bandanna, who stumbled and fell over
him to the deck, giving Jack time to cover the prisoners with
the gun.

His share of the fines amounted to nearly a hundred
dollars.

The ensuing months proffered similar adventures. There
was the time he had to run for his life down the Martinez
wharf, pursued by a howling mob of fishermen because he
had just caught two of their number red-handed and arrested
them; the time he came upon two men with an illegal
sturgeon line and chased them round and round a wheat
ship; the time he was outsailed by two men who used a
Chinese line to trap the sturgeon, but raised their line with
over a thousand pounds of sturgeon on the hooks.

He worked for the Fish Patrol for nearly a year, living,
fighting, and adventuring with hundreds of men: honest
and courageous patrolmen, sailors, gamblers, fishermen,
barkeeps, stevedores, navigators, men who had been to every
port of the world, seen every sight, committed every kind
of crime, loved every kind of woman, and engaged in every
kind of adventure. Each time he took the Reindeer up or
down the Bay he passed the Golden Gate Strait, which led
out to the Pacific. Beyond that strait lay the exciting lands
of the Orient, the colourful experiences and dramatic
ports these men told him about, and that he read about in
the pages of the Oakland Library books. He was seventeen
now, big and strong and bold, with the feel and look of the
man about him. He wanted to see the world, and there was
only one way for him to reach it.

Becoming a deep-sea sailor had been implicit in his fate